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A SLIM, TALL, BLAGK-MOUSTAGHED man in the
middle thirties enters the room in which Metternich once
used to whistle the tune to which the Congress of Vienna
danced.
He wears the uniform of a Group Leader of the S.S.
which can be seen so frequently in Vienna now, although
it does not seem to harmonise with the surroundings of
the Ballhausplatz, age-old centre of European politics.
The S.S. man is a wellknown figure in Austrian political
life. Austria's last Chancellor, Dr. Schuschnigg, picked
him out from among fifty odd Catholic students and
made him an official of his Fatherland Front and later
his own private secretary.
To-day the spirit of Metternich is banished from the
big room with the high white windows which overlook
the Volksgarten and its monuments to Prince Eugene
and other heroes of old Austria. The S.S. man clicks
his heels, stretches out his hand in the Nazi salute and
with a "Sieg Heil" greets his present chief, Herr Buerkel,
Hitler's Gauleiter of the "Ostmark", as Austria has been
renamed.
I know this S.S. man particularly well. His name is
Baron Froehlichsthal and he comes from an old Austrian
family. He has often shown me into the same room,
Metternich's room, from where in my life-time Hungarian
aristocrats, Austrian Imperial Prime Ministers, a Socialist
Chancellor, the Catholic priest Seipel, Dollfuss and
Schuschnigg have directed the affairs of Austria.